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Dar. A boone^my foucraigne) for my fcruicc done? 
Kin. I prav thee peace, tny foule is full of forrow. 

Dar. I will riot rile vnlclTe your highneflegraunt. 

Kin. Thenfpeake at once?what is it thou demaundft? 
Dar. The forfeit (foucraigne) pf rnyTeruants life. 

Who flew today a ryotous gentleman. 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norjfolke* 

Kin. Haue / a tongue to doomc my brothers death? 
And lhall the fame giue pardon to a flauc* 

My brother flew no man,hisfault was thought, 

And yet his puniflunent was crucll death. 

Who fued to me for him l who in nay rage, 

Knecld at my feeteand bad me bcaduiftic ? 

Who fpake of brother-hood ! who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore toulc did forfakc 
The mightie warwicke,and did fight for me ? 

Who told me in the field by Tcuxburie, 

TFhenr Oxford had me downe 5 hc reltued tnc, 

And faid,deare brother, liuc and be a King? 

Who told me when we both lay in the field, 

Frozen almort fodeatl^howhcdid lappe me, 

Euen in hisowne garments, and gaue himfclfc 
All tbin and naked to the numb cold n’ght a 
Alt this from my remembrance brutifli wrath 
Sinfully p!uckt,and aota man of you 
Had fo much grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carfers,or your waighting vaflailes 
Haue done a drunken fliughter,and defac'd 
The precious I mage of our deare Redeemer, 

You draightarc on your knees for pardon, pardon, 

And 1 vniuftly too,muftgraunt it you 
But formy brother?nota malt would fpcake, 

Nor I (vngracious) (peake vnto my fdfe? 

For hi in, poore foulc : The proudeft ofvouaH 
Haue bene beholden to him in his life, 

Yet none ofyou would once plead for his life: 
OhGod?lfeare thy iultice will take holde 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this. (Exit. 
ComeHaftings,he!pe me to my clofet,oh poore Clarence 
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of Richard the third. 

G'/tf.This is the fruiteofrawncs rmarktyounot 
How that theguiltie kindred of the Quecne, 

Loo% pale when they did heare ofCIarence death. 

Oh, they did vrgcdjdfcU vnto the King, 

God will reuengrtt. Butcomeletsin 

To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt. 

Enter Dutches of Torke wish Clarence children. 

Boy. Tell me good , Granam,is our father dead ? 

Dut. N© boy. ( breaft ? 

Boy. Why do you wring your hands and beat your 
And crie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ? 

<?*>/<?. Why do you lookc on vs and (hake your head i 
And call vs wretches , Orphanes,caftawayes, 

If that our noble father be aliuc? 

Dut. My prettic Cofcns , you mifla^c me much, 

I do lament the fickneflc of the King : 

As loth to loofc him?notyour fathers death: 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that’s loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vncleis too blame for this . 

God will reuenge it, whom /will importune 
With day Iy prayers all to that effeft . 

Dut. Peace children pcace,thc King doth loue you well, 
Incapableand fballow innocents, 

7ou cannot gefle who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we can: for ray good f'nclc Gloccftcr 
Told me,thc/Tingprouokedby the Quecne, 

Deuil'd impeachments to imprifon him: 

And when hetold me lo he wept, 

And hugd me in his armc, and £indly ft my chceke, 
Andbad merclie on him as on my father, 

And he would loue me dearely ashischilde. 

Dut. Oh that deceit fliould ftcale fuch gentle lhapes, 

And with a vertuous vizard hide foulc guile, 

He is my fonne, yea and therein my fliaroe: 

7ct from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Boy.TbMkpyouvny /'bcle did difl’emblc, Granam? 

Dut. I Boy. . 

Boy. 1 cannot thinks it,hark£, what noilc is this ? 
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